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SLOGGER  SAM
WHBN Sloggah Sam lay adyin',
We sent for de Reberend Bones To cheer him up wid some prayin'
And some friendly sort ob groans. And de preacher he sat by de bed,
And he prayed and groaned a bit. Den he say, " Samuel, ain't you feared ob de hell ?
Do you want to be damned in de pit?"
At de sound ob de well-known words
Ole Sam he opened his eye, But all he whispered was, "Preacher!
Don't you go for to try 1 Mebbee I'm mortal sick,
But cuss words I can't stand. You dare to cuss me, and you'll mighty quick see
I can lick you wid one hand.'*
De pore ole fell was awanderin',
And de berry Reberend Bones He shook his head and raised his hands,
And gave some awful groans,